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humility! cry the historians, what noble conduct 1 Xo, no, mr
loves, I say It was s/^m humility, the very worst sort of pride";
it he wanted to spare his prisoner's feelingsVhy didn't the prince
call a hackney-coach ?

la the year 1376, twenty years after his victory of Poietlers,
the gallant Black Prince (who in France and Spain, at the head
of his famous free companies, had fought many a hard fight since
then) died leaving an only son behind him. Old King Edward,
who had been battling and fighting as much as Ms son, now in
his old age, had grown dotingly fond of a wicked hussy, Alice
Ferrers by name, that had been maid of honour to the good
Queen Philippa. The king gave to this good-for-nothing creature

all the queen's jewels, she had the giving away of all the places
about the court, and behaved in such a way that the parliament
was obliged to stop her extravagance.
A year after, his son, the famous old warrior, King Edward
III., felt that death was coming upon him; and called his
beloved Alice Perrers to come and console him ere he died, She
seeing death on his face, took the expiring monarch's hand in
hers, and pulled his ring off his finger. The servants pillaged
the wardrobes and the hangings of the bed, and dying Edward,
the terror of Frenchmen, lay unheeded upon his bed, until a
priest came by chance into the room, and knelt down by the
king's side, and said a prayer with him for the safety of Ms son!,
at the end whereof, the priest alone had the power of saying * Amen/